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This Fanzine was made possible with the help of 15 artists 
and 9 writers. 


OMOR! and its story has touched each and every one of 
us and all of its characters ave dear and close to our hearts, 
Specifically Basil, which this zine is dedicated to. 
We hope you enjoy this project and continue to support the 
work of our contributors and their work. 
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Some Imposs/VLe Vn/verse 


by Krissey Crystal 


One foot in front of the other. That’s all Basil is telling 
himself these days: just one foot. Then the other. 


The white egret orchid bobs and Sways as he walks. tte watches 
its feathery petals flutter; an egret too rooted to the earth 
to tly. tis fingertips press into the plastic siding of its pot. 
Lt is the second of two, but perhaps he should have grown 
more. Just in case. The other, the first, sits under the sill of 
his grandmother's room, perched where the western Sun will 
warm its face come evening. This Second one... 


Weeks ago, he had wondered if buying them would be better. 
Maybe it would’ve. 


tte looks at the flower between his hands now and wonders if 
it was foolish to think Mari would appreciate anything he made. 
There's still dirt underneath his fingernails. Sometimes, he 
still thinks there’s— 


tre stops walking. 
No. No. C’mon, now. One foot. Then the other. 


It's a Straight shot to the Faraway Town church. tis house is on 
the same street, just a block away. Not far at all; he can See the 
cross atop the steeple from the intersection. A blue sedan breaks 
the rare early summer silence, gently cruising by on his left. 
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tis eyes fall on the first house after the crosswalk. tte 
Swallows. 


It’s completely dark inside. That's probably a good thing, 
right? That must mean she’s out with her friends. Maybe. 


topefully. 


Carefully, he crosses the intersection. fis eyes never break 
away from the front door of Aubrey’s house. tte eases by with 
ohe more Step. Then two. When nothing moves and no one 
bursts past the threshold to yell at him, he scurries by and 
doesn't look back. 


What would she think? Some part of him quakes at the 
thought. What would Aubrey Say if She could see him and the 
wimpy flower drooping in its pot? 


Pathetic... she'd probably say Something like that. And 
probably be right. 


Basil’s shoulders slump. What was he thinking? Trying to make 
Something worthy of Mari? Beautiful Mari. Perfect Mari. 
Kind Mari. Loving Mari. Mari who hadn't deserved what he— 


Okay. 

Just one toot. Then the other. 

ttis grandmother was the reason he beyan growing the egrets 
in the first place. tte hasn't been very good at growing much 


of anything lately; he often forgets to water the flowers he’s 
Supposed to be taking cave of just as much as he forgets to 


get out of bed or eat. But as her health declined, Basil found 
his hands grew more and more busy. Just one last task, he 
told himselt. Just this one last thing. One more flower. Then 
the other. 


tte stands in the Shadow of the church, looking up at how tall 
it stretches towards the heavens, and wonders if the reason 
he had Succeeded in growing these final orchids when all other 
attempts these past four years have died in the Soil before 
they could begin is because Basil loves his grandmother and 
Mari more than he hates himself. 


Lt is not the first time he has been to Mari’s grave. 


tte knows intimately where it is, nestled at the back of the 
cemetery at the grove’s border. A quiet spot. Favored by the 
Sun most days. Every day. 


When he’s standing in front of her tombstone, that familiar, 
inky and ugly dread sinks its teeth into his gut again. tis hands 
turn cold and clammy. tte stares at the white egret orchid in 
his hands and shame churns in his stomach. Tears distort his 
vision, 


Guilt is a cold, cold thing. Tt crawls out trom his ribcage to ice 
its way across his skin. 


“I'm sorry,” he whispers. “Z’m sorry; ZL don’t know what 1 
was—this is—you couldn’t possibly—" 


tte tries to imagine what She would say. And then he feels even 
worse because he doesn’t Rnow it he has the right to imagine 
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that. To even think about her. To picture how it might feel if 
she were to comfort him. Would she comfort him? Zt would be 
nice to hear, “Oh, Basil, what are you talking about? Z love 
it) Lt’s so pretty! You made this tor me?” Maybe, in some 
impossible universe out there where Mari forgave him, She 
would've even hugged him. 


But her tombstone is still and stoic. Warm—but only because 
of the Sun. 


There’s a bare tree stump next to it. He sets the white egret 
orchid on top of it and rubs his sleeve under his running nose. 
tHe sniffs, 


"Lt's okay if you don’t want it,” he confesses. “I'd understand. 
I, um... E don’t know if I'd accept a gift from me, either, to be 
honest, but um—Z just... Z wanted to...” The words dry out of 
his mouth. Everything he wants to say Seems pointless. follow. 
What does it matter what Basil was trying to accomplish? 


"It's just, well, Z don’t know if you remember...” Lt’s silly of 
him to suggest it. Mari never forgot anything. “Sorry. Z mean, 
um... you know how the the white egret orchid’s supposed to be 
a flower of thoughtfulness? Lt means, ‘My thoughts will follow 
you into your dreams,’ and... EZ don’t know, 1 just thought that 
y'know, when 1’m gone... Z thought about how it might feel nice 
to Rnow that people still wanted to carry some part of me with 
them afterward.” 


Veah. 


Veah... that’d be nice. 


Basil leaves the cemetery that day and it is quiet. As quiet as 
he entered. There is no Mari to thank him. No Mari to refuse 
his gift. No Mari to reveal how She might actually feel about 
his meager of fering. 


tte realizes that atter a certain point, once he’s lett the 
Shadow of the Faraway Town Church, he can no longer hear 
his own footsteps. Zs he even still walking? 


Maybe that doesn’t matter, either. 
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“love & admiration” 


In Uppes/t/on to 
a Statsce Shywal 


by AnniN 


The light is sog¢t where it silhouettes Sunny against the 
window. Lt’s as though a halo hangs around his head, ethereal, 
ephemeral—BGasil poke down. 


Mari. 
She’S not breathing. 


Sunny’s breath is harsh and shaky. He descends the stairs 
carefully, one at a time, quietly, toe first. His socked feet 
barely make a Sound. 


Basil looks down. Mari haSn’t moved. 

tte wants to think it’s a nightmare, at first. Zt must be a 
nightmare, because Sunny and Mari were shouting and then 
a great dark Shadow loomed over the both of them as Mari 
blocked Sunny from escaping down the stairs, and then Mari 
fell and her body made a Sickening crunch as it hit the ground, 
and—and— 


Sunny’s eyes are full of tears. Basil reaches out to touch his 
Shoulder. 


Not a dream. 
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The plan comes to him all at once in a great brilliant bloom, 
a flare of light. Mari is in her bed now, and Sunny hasn't 
Spoken in—an amount of time. She could be resting, but 
for the fact that her chest isn’t rising or falling with the 


movement of her lungs. 


The plan’s premise is simple: make sure no one thinks Sunny 
did this. Sunny didn’t do it, of course, but Basil knows what 
will happen if he tries to explain the Shadow over Sunny’s 
Shoulders. They'll need something better than that. 


It doesn’t take long to convince Sunny of Said plan. Basil 
isn’t even Sure Sunny is taking in what he’s Saying, but he 
takes Mari’s teet as theycarry her outside. She's surprisingly 
heavy. She’s always So light and full of energy, but like this 
she’s just empty, and somehow heavier than She’S ever been. 


Basil knows which tree will be best; it stands a little apart 
from the others, with sturdy branches, low enough to reach 
if they bring the toy box out with them. Basil darts back 
inside to collect it, sees a little blood on the shards of 
Sunny’s violin, and suddenly has to swallow down bile. 


The toy box is lighter than Mari’s body. tHe doesn’t know 
why the thought makes him want to cry. 


As he ties the knot and tries to wrap it around the lowest 
branch, Basil wishes the tree were ditterent. Something as 
Small as a Spindle, with the sturdiness of an oak. Basil thinks 
of pink-red blossoms and the blood on Sunny’s violin. 


They leave Mari there, dangling. Shattered. Empty. Basil 
doesn't want to look. Basil knows it’s only a matter of time, 
though. 


Betore they turn, Basil looks at Sumny’s face again; pallid, 
tacky with half{-dried tears, eyes vacant yet desperate, 
terrified, shaking. Basil clutches his hand harder. Right now, 
he is Sunny’S one and only friend, and through all the noise 
in his head, he finds it in himselt to be proud of that. Sunny 
looks beautiful and innocent and good, and Basil is going to 
protect him. 


Lt was only amatter of time before they looked back, though. 


—_— 


Gasil still sees her when he closes his eyes. The light wasn't 
Soft around her body, it was unyielding, like it ached to set 
Something alight. 


Sometimes Basil wakes up and smells burning, and wishes he 
was made of straw, So that he’d up in a blaze and leave 


that day behind. The secret dies with him, after all. 


Or, well— 


—_— 


Sunny’S face iS impassive in the bright summer Sun. tHe’s as 
pale as he was when—everything happencd, but it seems wrong 
for that to be true. The colours of that day are desaturated, 
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light and dark and warmth and Maris cold, cold body in their 
arms. 

Today is bright, though. The sky is a vibrant blue, the grass 
iS green, Aubrey’s hair is bubblegum pink and the nails in her 
Softball bat are Shining silver in the sunlight. Lt’s like the 
whole world is trying to sear Basil’s retinas, to lens through 
his eyes and burn a hole through the back of his skull. 


Sunny, though, is simply pale skin, black and white clothes, 
and a deathly neutral stare. te doesn’t look Scared now, or 
even vacant. tte just... looks. The grass under Basil’s knees 
iS cool, and damp, and Basil tries to pretend to himselt that 
that’s why he’s shaking. 


Sunny looks down at him, no emotion in his eyes, and Basil 
looks up and prays tor Some kind of Sign, Some flicker of fear 
or doubt or joy or love or even hate. Basil is nothing, nothing 
under the intensity of that emptiness. tte can't breathe. tte 
feels himself fall ¢urther to the ground. 


The sun behind Sunny’s head halos him gently. Basil tries to 
remember the otherworldly quict that overtook the both of 
them before Sunny descended the stairs. They were younger 
then, though. Maybe Something in that saved them. 


Sunny is limned in light, saintlike, ethereal, ephemeral, 
innocent. Basil bows his head, fixes his eyes on the grass 
under him. Aubrey takes a breath— 
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Sunflower Fhelol 


by Invgi 


Sometimes, lite spirals out of control before your mind 
registers the dangers ahead. The human mind can only 
comprehend So many of the fleeting moments of our lives, 
leaving us in the dark when we need the most guidance. And 
Sometimes, it is our very own mind that leads us into danger. 


Basil found himselt in the middle of one of those times, knees 
on either Side of the male beneath him as he kept the other 
Still. He was doing this for their own good, there was vo other 
way out. All other options had already been exhausted, there 
was nothing left but guilt and hazy memories. Lt felt like 
he wasn’t in control of his own actions, fingers gripping the 
Sharp garden Shears until knuckles whitened. The thing he 
feared the most was coming true and there was nothing he 
could do to stop it. The darkness was edging closer, there was 
ho escape. 


As the shears trembled in his grasp, Basil’s world started to 
blur into shapes while the ringing in his ears blocked out aa) 
pleading from Sunny. The sharp object hit its target; the dar 
debts Basil had found So much comfort in over the years. The 
Shouts trom their friends broke into his daze, Basil’s own icy 
gaze focusing to look at the bloody mess he had made of his 
best friend, causing his heart to plummet to his eet. What... 
had he done? The guilt and shock of his own actions enveloped 
the poor teenager, the last of his sanity fading into his vision 
was bathed in darkness. 
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WELCOME TO THE SUNFLOWER FIELD. 
YOu ARE SAFE HERE. 


The warm wind played among the flowers as they reached 
towards the blazing Sun, causing them to gently Sway 
in a greeting to the blond man laying among them. tte 
alwayS appeared here after a particularly stressful time 
in the waking world, safe among the flowers he loved 
So dearly. Lt had been quite a while Since he had cared for 
them outside the realm of dreams, so to See the flowers 
Still healthy in this space filled him with relief. Nothing 
could hurt him in this place, this had always been safe. 


The sun was always warm, the breeze caressed hiS skin in 
all the ways he had been craving for so long. te couldn't 
remember the last time he had a kind touch from Someone 
other thaw his caretaker, and even she had been pushed away 
recently, tte didn’t deserve her kindness, his parents had 
already proved that to him long ago. But in these moments, 
that pain didn’t matter. The suntlowers cradled him in their 
golden embrace while the sun Soothed the deep ache in his 
heart. 


Resting one hand over his chest, the male tilts his head back 
to look towards the sun. This was Something he was unable to 
do in his waking life, unless he wished to go blind quite quickly. 
The flower crown resting against his blond hair wobbled 
gently in the breeze, the sunflowers carefully braided into a 
thick crown. Fresh long grass had been braided in to give it 
Strength and Served to break up the bright yellow. tte almost 
looked like a fairytale maiden with his flower crown and white 


flowy dress. This was the outfit he always found himselt 
in when entering this realm. Lt felt clean, like a new start 
where he could try again. This time, he would do better. 


With a Sigh, Basil moved his head to the side to look into 
the never ending row of Sunflowers. Tt seemed like this 
realm was nothing but the field, sunshine and gentle winds. 
This was what he craved, to have a moment of reSpite 
without worrying about the real world. Perhaps that was 
why Basil cared so deeply for his plants, not only did they 
carry meaning most had forgotten, but a flower didn’t care 
what you looked like or what you had done. AS long as you 
nurtured and loved them, they would reflect that love back. 
No complicated relationships, no conversations, no one to 
turn their backs on him in hiS moment of need. Plants were 
Simple in that way, but still required effort and care. A Soft 
breath tell from his lips as Basil's gaze fell upon the sky, 
the sunflowers around him casting shadows across his face. 


Was he Selfish for wanting to spend the rest of his lite in this 
world? 


It was a question that would have to wait for now, a thought 
So Sorrowful was not in place in a field of golden flowers. 
trope... That was what the flowers around him conveyed, 
whispering words of courage while stretching towards the 
Sunshine. Some might think the delicate flowers only wanted 
the warmth of the gold planet, but Basil knew that wasn’t 
the whole truth. The flowers were confident in their future, 
they knew they would make it into a brighter future. Basil 
wanted to be like that, he wanted to be Someone that could 
always see the positives in life. His friends had lovingly teased 
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him for it in the past when he had told him as much. He knew 
it was all in good fun, none of his friends truly thought he was 
Stupid for connecting So deeply with his flowers. 


But should they? Perhaps it was a little strange to care So 
deeply tor Something a5 trivial as flowers. Basil didn’t know 
the answer, and the doubt in hiS mind was quickly pushed 
down in favor of one more look towards the rows of flowers. 
Lt didn’t matter it it was Strange, his fixation with flowers 
was safer than most other things he could get up to in life... 
Wasw’t it? 


tte could have done a lot worse things with his grief back then, 
he had Seen his friends unravel fast after what happened. 
Basil’s thoughts drifted towards his bubblegum—haired friend, 
eyebrows Knitting together at the mewory of just how much 
She had changed in particular. Aubrey had her reasons, sure... 
But just how cruel she had become seemed excessive. 


Though, maybe that was his fault as well. 


The sky was darkening, clouds drifting in front of the glaring 
Sun to block out the warmth. This was something that hadn't 
happened in any memory Basil could grasp, which was worrying. 
Was it the dark thoughts that cast his personal wonderland 
into the shadows? The wind that had so gently caressed his 
pale skin had turned sour and hostile. Instead of the slow 
breeze, the wind was picking up to almost rip the precious 
flowers straight out of their safe home in the Soil. Leaves 
were Spiraling in the sky, having been torn from their place to 
flutter helplessly towards certain doom, just like how the host 
of the world often felt. What a poetic display of Suffering. 


Out of the corner of his icy glance something stirred in 
the dirt. A color that didn’t belong in this Space sprouted 
from the soil, a bright purple flower. The small flowers that 
covered the plant’s top were easy to identify. Star shaped and 
crowded, pressing close together as if huddling for safety 
from the approaching storm. A purple hyacinth. 


There was no doubt or question about it now, Basil's own 
guilt had poisoned this paradise. The newly sprouted flower 
was a clear message from the blond’s subconscious. Purple 
hyacinths were the image of deep regret, Sorrow and seekin 
forgiveness, Something the waking verSion of the male 
identifed with deeply. 


Forgiveness was Something he didn’t deserve, not even 
with the guilt that was too strong to even begin to control. 
The talons the guilt bore was digging in deeper, tearing out 
chunks of his sanity with every attack until he was nothing 
but a Sobbing husk of a human. The pain never stopped, he 
felt like he had climbed these walls a thousand times already, 
but something always threw him off course. Maybe he would 
never truly be free, cursed to atone until the world ceased to 
exist. Tt was tragic, but what could he do? 


As Basil watched, more of the cursed purple sprouted among 
the beautiful golden flowers as if threatening to overtake the 
entire field. He couldn't allow that to happen, his safe space 
couldn't be tainted by those talons that had already seen 
enough blood to last several lifetimes. With Shaking hands, 
Basil put them under himself to flip over on his stomach to 
Start getting up. As he did, a flash of light tore across the 
Sky, illuminating the figure on all fours in the once beautiful 
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garden. As if the lightning had torn a hole in the skies, rain 
Soon enough threatened to drown him. 


Lt wasn’t normal rain; the drops were assaulting his skin like 
Shards of ice. Goosebumps rose across his Skin aS the cold 
Spread turther with every drop hitting him, the white dress 
Soon heavy against his slender form. The soil around him had 
turned slimy with the rain, causing him to sink into the ground 
ashe put weight on his arms to sit up. tHe almost slipped, long 
nails Sinking into the mud with a wet noise, causing Basil to 
grunt in disgust. Getting dirt under his nails while working 
was one thing, but to have his fingers deep in the mud was 
Something completely ditferent. The mud felt vile under his 
fingers, not like the nourishing dirt he used for his plants at 
home. This was a product of death. 


More purple flowers sprouted trom the earth around where 
he remained on all four with his wrists deep in the mud. The 
storm raged on as the wind picked up speed to launch the 
raindrops down harder on the blond. Blond strands of hair 
whipped around his face, Slapping against his skin from the 
force of the Storm as the purple kept spreading as if tate was 
laughing at him. The seeds of guilt had been sown, and there 
was no turning back. His perfect paradise had been tainted by 
the blood on his hands, the blood that belonged to his best 
friend, 


Sunny. What he'd done to Sunny was unforgivable, he didn’t 
even Know if his best triend was still alive. The memories 
flooded back as the rain Soaked through his skin, wrapping 
him in a cocoon of frozen fear. The shears had pierced his 
friend’s eye So quickly, so many things could have gone wrong. 


Was he dead? Had Basil been involved in another murder? 


The sea of yellow had been Swallowed by the haunting purple 
as the mud under his hands sucked him in deeper. The ground 
wanted to swallow him up, and Basil let it. Lt was too cold to 
fight, the mud almost felt welcoming as he sunk deeper. The 
once pure white dress had been torn from the force of the 
Storm, reflecting how Basil felt on the inside. Nothing could 
ever be the same, there was vo Salvation for him. AS the 
ground swallowed him up, thick mud spilled into his mouth and 
choking any pleas of help. tte was drowning, drowning in the 
soil that had once held So much comfort and peace. It was 
heavy, but he accepted his fate and let the darkness embrace 
him. 


The next thing he knew, there was a rhythmic beep in 
the background of the pure room and the strong smell of 
medicine hit his nose. A hospital... Of course. Lt made Sense 
considering Basil felt like he had been hit by a truck. Though, 
as he lifted his head and opened his bruised eyes, he Saw the 
ravenctte standing in the doorway of the room. Relict flooded 
him, battling the anxious flutter of his Stomach at what would 
happen next. 


The only thing he knew was that there was a long way 
to go. Monsters were still lurking in the back of his mind, 
but he could beat them. One day, he would be free of this 
torment. But for now, he would let himself rest and recover 
until the day arrived when he could make up for everything 
he'd done. 
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